
Matthew and Jenny were resting, 

and I was just about to leave to 

run some errands but hadnõt yet.  

The sensations and noise of the 

quake were deafening.  The build-

ing shook and rattled as if it had 

been put in the back of a truck 

and driven down an extremely 

bumpy road at a high rate of 

speed.  The shaking seemed to go 

on and on, lasting for nearly three 

minutes.  I know, that doesnõt 

sound like so much, but some-

time try to hold your breath for 

three minutes, or hang onto a 

bucking bronco, or some other 

silliness.  Youõll find that it is in-

deed a very long time. 

   The mountains surrounding our 

town began to slide into the river 

sending dust into the air.  There 

was actually so much dust that 

the sky turned black.  It was as 

dark as night, but it was two-

thirty in the afternoon.  We gath-

ered our little boy into our arms 

and quickly made our way outside 

to get away from the buildings 

that could fall at any moment.  

Outside we found students and 

faculty huddling together in the 

lawn.  It seemed that every five 

minutes or so the earth would 

begin quivering and bucking again 

and the buildings would lose 

more pieces of tile as the people 

scurried away.  Soon the dust 

began to settle leaving an eerie 

green tint to the sunlight. 

   It wasnõt long before we were 

given instructions to plan on 

camping on the schoolõs sports 

field for the night.  We, along 

with a few other faculty mem-

bers, put up a makeshift tarp tent 

to provide a bit of protection 

from the rain that began to fall.  

The tents on the field were over-

crowded and too few in number 

to really provide enough shelter 

for all the students and teachers.   

    A lot of us got wet and cold, 

but we were ever so grateful to 

simply be alive.  Our campus of 

5,000 students lost only two in 

the quake.  There were about a 

dozen people killed in town.  This  

HOW AN EARTHQUAKE CHANGED MY LIFE  by Chad Graber 

   In some ways it feels difficult to 

believe that weõve been living in 

the United States again for almost 

nine months. The rocks falling and 

ground-shaking sensations of a 

quaking earth seem like memories 

from only yesterday.  We were 

told that we would never be quite 

the same, but I donõt think we 

realized how fresh the memories 

would remain. 

   We are Chad & Jenny Graber.  I 

graduated in 1998 from CCS and 

have great appreciation for both 

the faculty and students of this 

school.  I understand that we owe 

a debt of gratitude to the people 

of Clinton Christian as well for all 

your thoughts and prayers for us 

following the earthquake.  We are 

most grateful and do wish to say, 

òthank youó for all that you have 

done for us. 

  Jenny and I had planned on wrap-

ping up our time in China in Au-

gust of 2008.  We had already 

purchased our tickets from Beijing 

to Chicago when the devastating 

earthquake hit Chinaõs Sichuan 

province on the twelfth of May.  I 

was enrolled to begin a masterõs 

program at Indiana University, 

South Bend in guidance counsel-

ing, and we were planning to help 

manage my parentsõ affairs while 

they served in Thailand for a few 

years. 

   We had been working in China 

under Global Tribes Outreach for 

about four years and felt God 

asking us to return to Indiana for 

further education and to recon-

nect with our churches and fami-

lies for a time.  I enrolled in a 

masterõs program at IUSB in coun-

seling and human services last 

April with plans of beginning 

school September 2008.  The 

decision was an extremely difficult 

one for us mostly because we 

were enjoying working in China so 

very much.  We had been given 

the opportunity to move out of 

the large city and into a rural 

community setting right with the 

people group we were seeking to 

touch.  I was given a job on a small 

college campus in the town and 

that furnished us with visas and an 

apartment to live in.  We had daily 

interaction with students and 

Chinese friends and co-workers.  

The environment was lively, yet 

safe to raise our son Matthew in.  

I had the privilege of teaching 

about 150 eager English majors at 

the little college.  Of course they 

behaved well, and their desire to 

learn kept me on my toes as a 

teacher.  Students often came 

over to our apartment to demon-

strate their cooking abilities or 

just to sit and chat awhile.  Jenny 

had made friends with one of the 

librarians who then became Mat-

thewõs resident grandmother. 

   It was for these reasons that we 

found life so exhilarating and fulfill-

ing in the little village of Wen-

chuan.  And, it was for these rea-

sons that the decision to come 

back to America was a tough one.  

That being said, the decision had 

been made, and Jenny and I both 

felt peace about following the 

direction God had impressed on 

our hearts.  We had our tickets 

purchased for the end of the sum-

mer, and we were preparing our 

minds to end the semester well 

and then transition back to the 

States. 

   That process was changed dras-

tically when the earth moved on 

that Monday in May.  We were all 

three at home when the quake hit.  
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(above) The hamlet behind the school 

is really amazing when you con-

sider the fact that we were nearly 

in the epicenter of an earthquake 

that claimed 70,000 lives. 

   The earthquake brought our 

semester to a close quite abruptly.   

Jenny, Matthew, and I were flown 

out of the area a week later via 

helicopter and placed back in the 

larger city of Chengdu.  I was able 

to help with quite a few relief trips 

back into the earthquake area as 

we delivered food, water, and tent 

material.  That effort came to a 

close within the month as the 

government began work on more 

long-term sustainable housing and 

aid for the victims of the earth-

quake.  This being the case we 

decided to return a month earlier 

to the U.S. and changed our tick-

ets to the first of July. 

     And yes, Indiana is where we 

have been living since. We are 

now living in my parentsõ home

(Sheldon & Ellen) and keeping 

track of their affairs while they 

serve in Thailand.  I am studying at 

IUSB, and we have had a second 

son, Benjamin.  In many ways life 

seems to be progressing well, but 

every so often we have those 

òemotional hiccupsó that it seems 

all returned missionaries experi-

ence.          (continued on page 3) 
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A REMINISCENT JOURNEY by Rick Eby 
rounding our site.  On July 4th we 

saw people snow skiing on Mt. 

Hood. 

   Godõs presence was felt in Ore-

gon.  We felt it through a caring 

church community and many 

friends through the school.  We 

owned only one car in four years 

because I car pooled with three 

other teachers.  We rode in an old 

rusty Toyota that made a ringing 

sound every time we made a sharp 

corner.  We called it the òDing-

Dong Mobile.ó 

   After four years of keeping long 

distance contact with extended 

family back East, we decided to 

move closer to home.  In 2002, I 

applied for and received offers to 

teach at three Christian schools in 

Pennsylvania and Ohio.  I accepted 

a job teaching English and History 

at Christopher Dock Mennonite 

School in Lansdale, Pa. 

   If Oregon was a culture shock, 

eastern Pennsylvania was like land-

ing on the moon.  We lived in the 

outer suburbs of Philadelphia in a 

Mennonite community that traced 

its roots back almost 300 years.  

Christopher Dock looked like a 

small, well-to-do college campus.  I 

was also making twice as much 

money as Iõd ever made before in 

my life.  I felt like the country 

mouse who was visiting his city 

cousin. 

   For the first time in my life, I 

didnõt have to prepare for six differ-

ent courses a day.  I had about two 

or three courses that I each taught 

about twice a day.  I had a large 

classroom with air conditioning and 

the internet.  After eleven years as 

a teacher I was at the top of my 

game; right? 

   And yet, by Christmas break of 

my second year at Christopher 

Dock, I was no longer a teacher.  

Many factors contributed to my 

exit from teaching.  But as I rang in 

the New Year of 2004, I had to 

come to grips with the fact that I 

was deeply stressed, depressed, and 

spiritually empty.  If I was ever to 

be a decent husband, father, and 

servant of God, I needed to do 

some serious soul work.  So I went 

to see a counselor. 

   I met with a counselor on a 

weekly basis for about a year.  God 

blessed me with a kind and skilled 

therapist who helped me overcome 

beliefs about shame and unforgive-

ness that I had spent a lifetime 

creating.        (Continued on Page 4) 

     I still remember the day in 

the summer of 1992 when I 

received a call and a request to 

apply for a high school teaching 

position at Clinton Christian 

School. Clinton Christian 

School?  Never heard of it. But 

hey, I had just graduated from 

Eastern Mennonite College and I 

wanted to teach.  Nobody else 

was calling so why not? 

   Along with Eric Hilty and Lloyd 

Gingerich, I was hired to teach 

the junior high and high school 

students of CCS.  When we 

showed up for our first day of 

school, our combined experi-

ence as full-time teachers 

amounted to zero.  I taught all of 

the social studies classes, some 

Bible, spelling, health, and what-

ever else required a jack-of-all 

trades.  Before my seven years at 

Clinton had passed, I would also 

take on typing, word processing, 

yearbook, English, band, and a 

few more I donõt remember.  I 

often joked that I had done eve-

rything except math, science, and 

Phys. Ed. 

   I spent the first couple years in 

the northwest end of the high 

school wing which has since 

been converted into the music 

department.  Later on, I would 

move up to the classroom above 

the restrooms in the old gym 

building.  I imagine I kept my 

weight in check by going up and 

down those stairs several times a 

day.  Only after we built the new 

academic addition did I find out 

that the upstairs room was not 

up to code due to the lack of a 

fire escape.  In my last year we 

moved into the new classrooms.  

I remember specifically asking for 

a chalk board for my room in-

stead of a white board.  Iõm 

sorry to all of the teachers and 

custodians who have had to put 

up with the many pounds of dust 

from all of the chalk used since 

then. 

   By the close of the 1998 

school year, I knew that my time 

at CCS was coming to an end.  

My wife Rachel and I had be-

come parents to Nathanael on 

October 15, 1997. To make 

ends meet, I was working nights 

at Oaklawn, mornings at Clinton, 

and several evenings a week at 

the Sylvan Learning Center. I was 

tired all of the time and needed to 

make a change.  My heart lay in 

Christian education, so we took 

the big step of moving 2,000 miles 

to Salem, Oregon, so that I could 

teach at Western Mennonite 

School (WMS). 

   To a Midwest country boy, the 

Pacific Northwest was a culture 

shock, but I loved it.  WMS was 

bigger than CCS with about 250 

students in grades 7-12.  I was the 

head middle school teacher.  In 

many ways, my teaching load 

hadnõt changed much from that at 

Clinton.  I had a room with about 

18 seventh and eighth graders.  I 

taught all of their classes except 

science and P.E.  Yes, for the first 

time, I had to teach math!  I was-

nõt too bad at it either. 

   The middle school program had 

been in existence for six years 

when I arrived.  I was asked by 

many people if I would last longer 

than two years since no other 

head middle school teacher had 

made it past the second year.  As 

it turned out the program grew 

and for my third year, we added a 

sixth grade, built a new modular 

classroom and hired an additional 

teacher. 

   On April 2, 2000, our daughter 

Elizabeth was born.  After so 

many years of spending my days 

with other peopleõs children, I had 

two of my own to enjoy and raise.  

The Northwest is a great place to 

raise your kids.  We were a one-

hour drive from the rocky Pacific 

Coast, three hours from the Co-

lumbia River Gorge and three 

hours from the desert.  On one 

occasion we went camping on a 

dormant volcano in June only to 

find five-foot snow drifts sur-

 Fond, Fun and Meaningful 

Some of Rickõs CCS Memories:   

~  Iôve led singing in many places, but 
never enjoyed it as much as at CCS.  For 
a while ñHave a Little Talk with Jesusò 

was a popular request. 

~  4 days out of the week I packed my 
lunch, but on Wednesdays, parents pro-
vided Hot Lunch. I sure pigged out!  
Yvonne Mullet and I always enjoyed 

ñNoodle Surpriseò &  ñChicken-etti.ò 

~  Senior trip to Washington, D.C. in 
1994.  We filled a minivan:  Kevin Bon-
trager, Amy Eversole, Richard Miller, 
Angie Schrock, Ryan Schrock, Rachel, 

and myself. 

~  Week-long ñIntertermsò that included: 
Broadcasting, Louisville Missions,     

Caving, and Bicycling. 

~  The fall of 1992 was difficult. Mahlon 
Nisly, the 5th & 6th grade teacher, died 
unexpectedly.  As a school and Christian 
community, we experienced shared grief 

and comfort. 

~   I think we all enjoyed the simulations 
we did in social studies.  In civics class 
my first year, Reggie Yoder was put on 
trial for murder.  Rita Miller was the judge. 
If I remember correctly, we let Reggie off 
easy.  A couple other times, we convened 
a constitutional convention and rewrote 

the U.S. Constitution. 

~ I was in charge of the Field Day events 
one year.  It ended up raining so we had 
to come inside. We constructed a hap-
hazard course that involved running 
upstairs, under tables, around chairs, etc.  

It worked! 

~ Directing ñThe Jury Roomò drama, 
attending lots of volleyball and basketball 

games.  

~ Patrick McManus.  Shakespeare and 

Mark Twain were okay, but a McManus 
story could brighten any February day.  
Does anyone remember ñSecret Placesò? I 
read McManus at every school at which I 
taught . 

~  Long talks with teachers and staff over 
lunch.  Mrs. Schrock, Mr. Showalter, Mr. 
Hilty, Mrs. Mullet and others were often a 
pleasant oasis in the middle of a busy day. 

Page 2                            Courier Connections                               www.ccsgoshen.org                                       Spring  2009 

April 2008 

in Oregon June 2001-  

we are on a riverboat  

on the Willamette River  
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HOW AN EARTHQUAKE CHANGED MY LIFE by Chad Graber 

    I think that one of the most 

difficult things for me to deal 

with is the lack of gratitude I see 

around me.  We in America 

really do have more òstuffó than 

most people do in the world;  

yes, we work for it, but I donõt 

think we realize how hard people 

in other countries work yet still 

donõt have a much as we.  Soon 

after weõd returned I remember 

thinking about how much effort 

my students in China put into 

their studies so that they might 

possibly get a good job ð a job 

that would help them to pay for 

their living expenses. Just maybe, 

they will save enough sto buy a 

car by the time they are 45.  

Here in America high school 

students often are given cars.  I 

have bought two vehicles since 

weõve moved back, and we have a 

pickup of Dadõs that Iõm free to 

use when I need a truck.  We 

have so much to be grateful for, 

yet so often it seems that the 

people I work with here are less 

contented and less grateful than 

the people of China. 

   We have really enjoyed being 

back with family and old friends.  

Itõs almost impossible to put a 

price tag on being able to see 

these people face-to-face.  If noth-

ing else, the move back to Amer-

ica is helping us to learn to live in 

the present and be at peace with 

whatever steps God leads us 

View more of Chadõs photos at the school 
website at www.ccsgoshen.org  

through.  We are seeking to be 

more grateful for each blessing 

and seek to see the positives in 

what appear to be obstacles.   As 

for the meaning of it all ð no an-

swers yet, just more questions.  

But, we are learning to be ok with 

that.  Thank you so very much for 

your prayers on our behalf over 

the time of the earthquake.  God 

has been extremely kind to us.  

Please continue to pray for us as 

we work our way through the 

adjustments and continue to pray 

for the people of China as they 

seek to rebuild their lives. 

Watch for the Miller Spray truck this 
summer as Chad trades his student hat 
for a whitewasherõs.  E-mail Chad at 

chadandjennyg@yahoo.com.  

òI think one of the 

most difficult things for 

me to deal with is the 

lack of gratitude I see 

around me.ó  

Births  

Lyndon (2000) and Krista Bontrager, Heredia, Costa Rica 

(formerly of Dowagiac, Mich.), are the parents of a son, Jeremy Mat-

thias, born November 2, 2008.  Jeremy was welcomed by his sister 

Karis, age 2. 

Chad (1998) and Jennifer Graber, Shipshewana, Ind., are the par-

ents of a son, Benjamin Tate, born November 2, 2008.  An older 

brother Matthew, age 3, welcomed him. 

Merlin and Heidi (Jones, 1996) Miller are the parents of a son,  

Marcus Paul, born January 26, 2009.  He was welcomed by an older 

sister, Laura Ann, age 1. 

 

Marriages  

Brendon (1999) and Susanna (Troyer) Sutter  

were married November 15, 2008, at Siloam   

Fellowship.  They reside near Goshen, Ind. 
 

Todd (2004) and Amy (Yoder) Miller were wed 

October 11, 2008.  They reside in Wakarusa, Ind. 

 

Death  

Leanna (Miller) Mullet (1952 -1960), 64, passed away November 1, 

2008.  Leanna was born January 8, 1944, to Ammon & Gertie Miller.  

She was married to Vernon Mullet who preceded her in death No-

vember 1, 1999.  She is survived by her mother; five sons, Brandon 

(Marie) Mullet, Lyndale (Sherrie) Mullet, Karlin (Lisa) Mullet, Conrad 

Mullet, and Elwin Mullet; four daughters, Renita (Mike) Weaver, Cami 

(Lyle) Bontrager, Janetta (Arlin) Herr, and Marcille (Keith) Miller; one 

brother, 6 sisters and 21 grandchildren. Her husband Vernon was a 

former teacher & CCS administrator . 

WELCOME TO THE SPRING FESTIVAL!  

   Clinton Christian School announces its Spring Festival 

and Quilt Auction to be held Friday, April 17, 2009 in the 
new gymnasium.  Everyone is invited to come enjoy food, 
fun, and fellowship with friends.  

   Food stands and exhibits featuring crafts, a bake sale, 
and kidsô carnival, open at 2:00 p.m.  Nelsonôs BBQ 

chicken will be on the menu, as well as a variety of sand-

wiches, pies, desserts, and side dishes.  

   The auction begins at 4:00 and will include quilts, meal 
tickets, class baskets and two tables of silent auction 
items.  

   Funds raised from the Spring Festival will be used to-
ward the New Gymnasium Project.  The new gym has 
been a very special addition to the campus and is much 
appreciated.  

   Please be aware that the usual community hymn sing 
will not be held this year .  Plan to come enjoy the one -
night -only festival and show your support for Clinton 
Christian School!  
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 Alumni News  IõLL NEVER BE THE SAME AGAIN   

by Editor Ruby Bontrager  

   Turning points mark the happenings in our lives where a deci-

sive change takes place.  Perhaps you can think back to an event 

in your past that prompts you to say, òIõll never be the same 

sinceéó 

   For Rick Eby and Chad Graber, both teachers turned counsel-

ors, those change points have been quite real.  We appreciate 

their candid sharing of life experiences. 

   Feel free to share what is happening in your life with other 

CCS alumni.  Send in your updates to the editor or to the 

school office at the e-mail addresses posted.  Weõd love to hear 

from you!  

Brendon & Suz 

http://www.ccsgoshen.org/
mailto:chadandjennyg@yahoo.com


cont. from page 2   A REMINISCENT JOURNEY  

He helped me cultivate a new rela-

tionship with Jesus in which I be-

came a forgiven Prodigal Son in-

stead of the angry Prodigalõs 

brother.  While counseling was an 

excruciating experience at times, I 

deeply appreciated the insights I 

gained through it.  Perhaps, I was 

ready to teach again.  Or not. 

   We returned to Indiana by 

Christmas of 2004, moving to a 

house at Rachelõs auntõs farm in 

Lagrange County.  By this time, I 

felt a strong urge to get a counsel-

ing degree and put to use my abili-

ties as a òwounded healeró much as 

I experienced healing.  I enrolled at 

Grace College in their graduate 

department of counseling. 

   After teaching for twelve years, I 

was happy to be a student again.  I 

loved learning about counseling.  

Had I taken counseling classes be-

fore I became a teacher, I would 

have been a much better teacher. 

   After I graduated in the spring of 

2007, I became a counselor at the 

Bowen Center branch in Syracuse.  

A large portion of my time is 

spent helping people with alco-

hol and drug addictions.  De-

pending on your personality, I 

either have a very difficult job or 

a very easy job.  Most of my time 

with clients is spent simply lis-

tening to them.  As my one pro-

fessor at Grace College told me, 

òThe best thing you can do is 

love greatly, and provide infor-

mation.ó 

   I remember my years at Clin-

ton with great fondness.  In the 

years since Iõve moved back to 

Indiana, Iõve had the pleasure of 

seeing many former staff, stu-

dents and their families.  For all 

of you former students out 

there who thought I was some 

old adult then, I was twenty-

three years old during my first 

year at CCS and thirty when I 

left.  How old are you now?  

The Eby family make their home in 
Goshen, Ind.  E-mail Rick Eby at 
riranael@yahoo.com. More photos 
from Rick Eby may be viewed on 

the schoolôs website.  

Clinton Christian School  

61763 CR 35 

Goshen, IN  46528 

Phone: 574-642-3940  Fax: 574-642-3674 

Email: clinton@ccsgoshen.org  
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              Phone: (574) 825-5791                                    
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Layout Editor :  
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Courier Connections is published twice yearly 

once in the Fall and again in the Spring. 

(More photos from guest writers may  

be viewed on the schoolôs website.)  
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